



The Tragedie of 

ThislouingtcmpePcof your home-bred hate, 

Nor neuer by aduifed purpofe meetc, 

To plotte,contriuc,or complot any ill, 

Gainft vs, our ftate, our fubiefts, or our land. 

Bui. Ifweare. 

Mow. And I, to keepe all this. 

TuL Norfolke/o fare as to mine enemie i 
By this time, had the King permitted vs. 

One of our foules had wandred in the ay re, 

Banifht this frayle Sepulchre of our flelh. 

As now our fleih is banifht from this land. 

Confefle thy treafons ere thou fly the R ealme, 

Since thou hafl farre to go,beare not along 
The cloging burthen ofa guiltie foule. 

A/otv.No Bullingbrooke,if cuer I were tray tour, 
My name be blottecl from the Booke ofifife. 

And I from Heauen banifht, as from hence : 

But what thou art, God, thou, and I, do know. 

And all too foone(Ifeare) the King fhallrew '• 
Farewell (my Lcige) now no way can I flray, 

Saue backe to England, all the world’s my way. 

King. Vncle,euen in the glaflcs ofthine eyes, 

I fee thy grieued heart : thy fad afpeft 
Hath from the number of his banifht yeares 
piuckt foure away, fixe frozen Winters fpent, 
Returne with welcome home from banifhment. 

Bui. How long a time lies in one little word? 

Four e lagging W inter s, and foure wanton Springs, 
End in a woril fuch is the breach of Kings . 

gaunt. I thanke my Liege, that in regard of mee* 
He fhortens foure yeares of my Sonnes exile*, 

Butlittle vantage fhall I rcape thereby : 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
Can change their moones, and bring their times about, 
My oyle-driedlampe,andtime bewailed light 
Shall be extinA with age and endlelle night: 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done. 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my Sonne. 


Richard the Second. 

Xinf, Why Vnckle,thou haft many yeares to liue. 

Gaunt. But not a minute (King) that thou canft giuc. 

Shorten my dayes thou canft with fullenforrow. 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow. 

Thou canft helpe Time to furrow me with age. 

But ftoppe no wrinckle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is curran t with him, for my death, ^ 

But dead, thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 

jCmg. Thy Sonne is banifht with good aduifc, 
Wheretothy tongue, a party, verdi A gaue, 

Why at our iufticc feemft thou then to lowre? 

gaunt. Things fweete to tafte,prooue in digeftion fowre- 
You vrge me as aludge,butl had rather 
You would hauebidme argue like a Father. 

Oh had’t been a ftranger,notmy child, 

To ftnooth his fault I would hauebeenmore nplde : 

A partiall flaundcr fought I to auoyde, 

And in the fentence,my owne lifedeftroyde. 

Alas,I looktwhenfomcofyou fhould fay,' 

I was too ftriA to make mine owne away : 

But you gaueleaue to my vnwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

Kmg. Coofin fare well, and Vncklcfaid him fo; 

Sixe yeares we banifh him, and he fhall go . 

tMu. Coofin farewell ♦, what prefence mull not know 
From where you do remaine, let Paper lho w, 
tJl4ar. My Lord, no leaue take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doeft thou hoard thy words, 
'That thou returneft no greeting to thy friends? 

Bull. I hauc too few to take my leaue of you. 

When the tongues office fhould be prodigall, 

T o breath the abundant dolour of the Heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefeis but thy abfence for a time. 

’Bui. Ioy aofent,griefe is prefent for that time. 
gaunt. What is fixe Winters? they are quickly gone. 

“Bui. To men in ioy, but griefe makes one hourc ten. 
Count. Callit a trauafle that thou takft for pleafure. 

C c Bd. 
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